THE    REBELLION

unwise to go away until the following Tuesday, when a lively
Parliamentary debate was expected. My request for this assurance
was looked upon almost as an impertinence, and ironic comments
were made on our remarkable capacity for seeing bogeys at the
corner of every street.

I had scarcely passed the frontier when the Gazette de Biarritz
published the report of a military rising in Morocco. Since the
proclamation of the Republic, all this part of Southern France had
been the refuge of die-hard Spanish Monarchists. These men,
although they had never been persecuted or interfered with in
their own country, showed their hatred of the new regime by
living in voluntary exile, where they alternated their golf and
tennis with the easy sport of playing at conspiracy from foreign
territories, without in the ordinary way cherishing any great hopes
or unduly disturbing their placid existence. The relish with which
that afternoon on the terrace of the Bar Basque in Biarritz they
devoured the news in the local papers, the noisy merriment with
which they passed remarks from one table to another, and the
various outspoken comments which I overheard in passing, were
eloquent proof that to some at least of those gentlemen of Spanish
Goblenz, the revolt in Africa came as no surprise.

My suspicions were confirmed at once. In order to get in touch
with Madrid as quickly and discreetly as possible, I went to the
Post Office and asked for my own number. The telephone lines
were cut. I hailed a taxi and drove to the first Spanish village on
the other side of the frontier. A large crowd, amongst which I
recognized various old Socialist and Republican friends, was
listening with obvious excitement to the wireless at the door of a
bar on Behobia. The U.G.T. (Union General de Trabajadores,
General Union of Workers) was giving orders -from the Madrid
station to be prepared for any emergency, and to declare an
immediate general strike in any towns where the local garrisons
should attempt to aid and abet the Morocco rising.

There was no doubt about it. The rebellion had surprised the
Government in the sweetest of slumbers. And, what was worse,
even with the aid of such an ear-piercing alarm clock it had
difficulty in waking. The Civil Governor of San Sebastian, whom